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withstand it or put it away, till she waxed as livid as any
lead, and ever it would labour in her mind more and more
till the time it broke out. And when the body might no
longer endure the ghostly labour, but was overcome with
the unspeakable love that wrought so fervently in her soul,
then she fell down and cried wondrous loud, and the more
she laboured to keep it in or put it away, so much the more
would she cry, and the louder. Thus she did on the
Mount of Calvary, as is written before.
Thus she had as very contemplation in the sight of her
soul, as if Christ had hung before her bodily eye in His 34-k
Manhood* And when through the dispensation of the
high mercy of Our Sovereign Saviour Christ Jesus, it was
granted to this creature to behold so verily His precious
tender body, all rent and torn with scourges, fuller of
wounds than ever was a dove-house of holes, hanging on
the Cross with the crown of thorns upon His head, His
beautiful hands, His tender feet nailed to the hard tree,
the rivers of blood flowing out plenteously from every
member, the grisly and grievous wound in His precious
side shedding blood and water for her love and her salva-
tion, then she fell down and cried with a loud voice,
wonderfully turning and wresting her body on every side,
spreading her arms abroad as if she would have died, and
could not keep herself from crying, and from these bodily
movements for the fire of love that burnt so fervently in
her soul with pure pity and compassion.
It is not to be marvelled at, if this creature cried and
made wondrous faces and expressions, when we may see
each day with the eye both men and women, some for the
loss of worldly goods, some for affection of their kindred,
or worldly friendships, through over much study and
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